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Summary: Anastasia Grey was in her third pregnancy, expecting twin 
boys with her husband Christian. But as a plot unravels with revenge 
as the goal, the Grey twins are declared missing in the hospital. But 
the plan is interrupted, and the twins are passed off as belonging to 
another couple's. How will the Greys find the missing newborns, and 
what lengths will they take to get them back? 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Note: Hello new readers! I'm the Keeper, and I'm back from a one 
year hiatus. I read the Fifty Shades triology, but I prefer and like 
much better the Fifty Shades fanfictions. I've had the idea of this 
story planned out for a while, and I decided to share it out with you 
guys ! * * 

**To my previous Divergent readers, I am so sorry I never finished my 
other two stories, which I deleted. I stopped writing the stories 
because I gradually lost the Divergent mania or spark. I read new 
series of books, the Selection series, this other trilogy whose title 
I forgot but had a VERY similar plot of the Hunger Games, obviously 
the Fifty Shades trilogy, several independent books, and the 5th Wave 
trilogy. Even though they had a beautiful start, I just co****uldn't 
finish the stories because I was so busy or lazy. I lost the 
Divergent spark. But thank you, to my readers out there who stayed 
loyal. This story ****will be heavily influenced by the Divergent 
stories I began but didn't finished!** * 

**Anyway, back to the point! This story won't contain any spicy or 
sexually explicit content! Just good ol ' DRAMA! ** 

**BTW: This whole story will be in third-person point of view. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ana carefully laid her large and pregnant body on the king-size 



plus mattress, next to her husband's sleeping body. Christian had 
taken a day off from his company. Grey Enterprise Holdings, his 
successful billianaire empire, to be with their kids, a 4-year-old 
son named Theodore but affectionaly nicknamed Teddy, and just-turned 
2-year-old named Pheobe.<p> 

Theodore inherited Christian's unruly, copper-colored curls and Ana's 
beautiful blue eyes. He loved to be out playing in the backyard, 
whether kicking a ball or splashing around in puddles. Little Phoebe 
preferred her indoor playground, where she could happily play with 
her expensive, carefully-crafted dollhouse, start a tea party with 
her stuffed animals or play princess. 

Ana and Christian wondered how their unborn children will be like. It 
wouldn't take long to know: Ana was a month and a half away from her 
due date. They were expecting twin boys, twin boys that were expected 
to be named Alexander and Andrew Grey, the new additions of the 
prestigious Grey family. Ana hoped her boys will be outgoing and 
bold; All Christian hoped for were his sons not to wake them during 
the middle of night on a regular basis, or, worse, during their 
'activities.' Regardless, the future Grey twins will be welcomed to 
Grey Meadow with impatient, loving arms, and into a family with an 
overprotect ive but loving father, a doting mother, an excited older 
brother and sister, and grandparents, aunts and uncles to spoil them 
rotten . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>In the early hours of the morning, Anastasia Grey woke to the 
feeling of the familiar sensation of her water breaking. Gasping, she 
quickly shook her husband, who woke her a start and saw the stain on 
the mattress. <p> 

"TAYLOR!" Christian yelled, and, in less than a minute, the head of 
security and Mr. Grey's right-hand man, Jason Taylor comes to the 
door dressed in a suit. 

"GET THE CAR READY NOW! HAVE GAIL WATCH THE KIDS!" roared Christian, 
getting dressed and helping his wife walk out the door. The 
contractions had begun, making it difficult for Ana to walk, 
fortunately, they are able to walk through the mansion's large and 
long hallways to the driveway, heading for the adjacent and sister 
hospitals of St. Charles Medical Hospital and Rocke Medical Center in 
Seattle . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Adrian DiLaurentis <strong> (to my fellow Pretty Little Liars fans 
out there) <strong>was driving his wife Marlene to the hospital. 
Marlene was eight months pregnant with their twins, whom they were 
told were a boy and a girl. Marlene was terrified out of her wits: 
they had had miscarriages and stillborns before, and they did not 
want this pregnancy to be a major loss, for the couple couldn't take 
another hit to the heart. 

Adrian parked in front of the Rocke Medical Center ER and quickly 
escorted his wife inside. 



><p>When the Greys entered St. Charles Medical Hospital, Christian 
made sure his wife was in the biggest room available and had the best 
doctor to help deliver his sons. The contractions started to decrease 
in magnitude, which gave the doctors time to plan the 
procedures . <p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>In the Rocke Medical Center, after hours in labor, Mrs. 
DiLaurentis gave birth to a baby boy and girl. Unfortunately, once 
the babies were out, they were quickly admitted to the center's 
nursery, so quick the staff didn't give the DiLaurent ises a glimpse 
of their children. In the nursery, as expected due to the 
complicat ions of the pregnancy, the DiLaurentis twins were pronounced 
stillborn by a nurse. The same nurse solemnly drove the dead babies 
to the morgue, intend to tell a doctor the sad news . <p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Outside the front door of the Rocke Center, a man in his late 
20 's to early 30 's entered, wearing the worried mask of a visitor 
seeing a pained patient. He walked past the hospital sign-in sheet, 
walking through the hallways, searching. But when no one was looking, 
his expression changed to a determined look. He had planned this out 
for months, he knew if he reached his goal, his revenge will be 
accomplished . <p> 

In a deserted hallway lay a hamper of dirty clothes, in which a 
wrinkled white lab coat sat on top. The man quickly put it on and 
attempted to straighten the wrinkles to no avail. To his luck, a 
surgeon's mask and hat were in one of the pockets, which he put on to 
hide his face from the security cameras. 

The man briskly walked into what he thought was the nursery, but 
turned out to be the morgue. A pretty nurse was inside, carefully 
lying the bodies of two babies. His heart fluttered, believing them 
to be the Grey babies, but he sighed as the nurse drew tags with the 
surname of DiLaurentis and laid them on a table. 

The nurse's watch beeped, signaling the end of her shift, where she 
cleaned up some bloody tools left over from a previous autopsy and 
promptly left, believing the doctor who entered would finish the job 
for her. The man stayed for a while, examining the dead bodies, and 
turned to follow her out when he heard the unmistakeable sound of two 
people coming inside. Scared, he lifted up the bodies and stored them 
in the cold drawers where the other dead bodies were, pretending to 
do what somone in the morgue does. What he didn't realize were the 
drawers were already marked, with a John and Jane Doe. He had changed 
the identity of the dead twins. 

Quick to escape, he stumbled on the table, accidentally brushing the 
tags marked DiLaurentis off the table, into the trash bin below. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>35 hours later<strong> 

Anastasia Grey first just gave birth to Alexander Christian Grey and, 
five minutes later, Andrew Elliot Grey. Completely exhausted. Ana 
fell asleep, but not before the nurses let her see her sons before 



the were whisked away to the St. Charles nursery, into the waiting 
arms of the man. 

He waited almost two days for the gold-digging whore to give birth to 
the brats, and now she did. He swiftly crossed the entrances that 
seperated the hospitals, and, using directories this time, entered 
the nursery, where he quickly found the little babies, sound asleep, 
in two containers marked _GREY_. He looked across the room to make 
sure he was alone, and picked up both infants. They were small enough 
so he can hid them underneath the coat and pass off a doctor with a 
large belly. 

He stealthily stayed in the blind spots of the security cams, and 
tried to find the exit doors. But the hospital was so large, he found 
himself at the entrance to the adjacent hospital, wherr he 
nonchalantly entered the Rocke Center again. 

Lost yet again, he continued to walk down random hallways trying to 
find some sort of escape. Unfortunately, two very real doctors had 
began to move in his direction. To avoid getting caught, he crossed 
into the first door on his left. 

That led him to the nursery he was initially trying to find. 

Realizing how heavy both babies had become, he laid them in the bins 
nearest to him. He paced to think on how to escape, when his thought 
process was interrupted when the doorknob began jiggling. Scared, he 
ran off, unknowningly dropping his wallet. 

"I believe these are the DiLaurentis twins," said Nurse Mandy to Dr. 
Johnson. "They were born a little over a day ago. Nurse Alma was 
supposed to perform the initial checkup, but she left before she 
could hand anyonethe papers. But they seem perfectly healthy." 

"Not to worry," said Dr. Johnson. "I'll inspect them in a rush so we 
can hand them over to the happy parents. Hey, what's this?" He had 
stepped on a frayed wallet. Inside was a driver's license for a Mr. 
Jack Micheal Hyde, age 33. He decided to hand it over to the lost and 
found . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Adrian and Marlene were presented with their twins a few hours 
later. Three different doctors had said they were going to have a boy 
and a girl, but they were handed two boys, much to their shock. But 
the second twin's gender revelation didn't dampen their spirits, for 
they will go home to Pennsylvania to introduce their newborn sons 
Jackson Charles and Jason Wyatt DiLaurentis to their family and 
friends. But unknown to them, hours after the DiLaurent ises are 
discharged, the Greys will have the shock of their life to realize 
Alexander and Andrew Grey are not accounted for in the nursery, and 
are declared missing. <p> 

* *PLEASE REVIEW ! * * 


2 . Chapter 2 
**8 years later** 


The sun shined brightly in the sleepy town of Brooksville 



Pennsylvania. After an especially harsh winter, the snow had finally 
melted, all the ice on the pavement long gone. Spring had come, and 
it brought a beautiful, warm day today. Flowers began to bloom, 
people left their houses, not in sweaters and pants, but in tank tops 
and shorts. 

A beautiful woman in her mid-40s stepped outside. Marlene 
DlLaurentis, or Mary, as she liked to be called, had shed her itchy 
sweater for a short sleeved shirt and capri pants. Her children had 
gone outside to play in the nice backyard and to enjoy the day. 

Mary stopped onto the the porch of her large, Victorian-style estate 
to look over the front yard, where her garden was blooming nicely and 
her children had brought the big chest of toys to play with. Older 
children rode their new bikes out on the street of Wellton Lane, 
couples strolled happily down the pavement, adults sitting lazily on 
their crafted porches or expensive outdoor furniture. 

Mary waved at the neighbors and sat down on the antique rocking 
chair, and watched her children happily play on their front 
lawn . 

Payton was her oldest child, a 14-year-old boy who wanted nothing but 
to sit in front of a computer or X-Box and play video games for 
another six months. He grudgingly snatched a random book off the 
library shelf and sat beside the willow tree. He inherited Mary's 
blonde hair, but his color was more of a dirty ash blond than her 
golden. He also got her husband's dark green eyes. 

Hannah was her eccentric 12-year-old daughter. Girls her age began to 
discover make-up and clothes and jewelry and how promising Twitter, 
Instagram or Snapchat can be. Even though Adrian gave her an iPhone 
two months ago, I know she hardly used it, and I never had Hannah beg 
me for money to go to the mall to the girly and glittery stores. She 
still played with her dollhouse, even though she hadn't admitted it, 
and still woke up early on Saturday morning to watch cartoons. She 
had Mary's golden hair, but also had her light blue eyes. Her nose, 
chin, and lips she inherited from Adrian. 

Now came the family enigma. Jackson and Jason had turned eight, but 
were very mischievous partners-in-crime . They lived to cause trouble, 
not only in the house, but now that spring had rolled up, the 
neighborhood. They were quite excellent liars, putting on 
genuine-looking innocent faces. They broke their toys on a regular 
basis doing a variety of stunts. 

The boys had red hair, a copper-colored mess of hair. At first, 

Adrian and Marlene had no idea where the twins had gotten that color, 
but Mary had settled to think they got the hair color from her 
estranged mother Martha. In the back of her head, Mary knew Martha 
had a different shade of red, but guessed Martha must have dyed her 
hair brighter at some point. The boys also had this memorizing eye 
color: not green, or blue, but grey! Adrian was sure the twins had 
some unusual lack of pigmentation in their eyes to get such a color, 
but Mary loved it: she compared the bright grey to be like a pair of 
diamonds. They were unusually pale too, but Mary guessed some time in 
the sun would give their skin that healthy glow. 

When Mary and Adrian presented the rest of the family with Jackson 
and Jason, their relatives were quick to tell the differences between 



the parents and children. Mary's own sister had accused her of faking 
a pregnancy and secretly adopting, but the DiLaurent ises strongly 
insisted Jackson and Jason to be theirs. And theirs they were, Mary 
and Adrian agreed. 

Speaking of Adrian, she was rather upset he had to take a last-minute 
business trip to Seattle. She hated Seattle - it rained too much for 
her taste and there was almost no sunlight. The last time they went 
to Seattle, they were pregnant with the twins and had given birth 
there . 

Taking a deep breath, Mary stepped off the porch and decided to play 
with Hannah and the twins. She reminded herself she still had to 
clean up the mess from the boys' eighth birthday party. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>IN SEATTLE <strong> 

Christian Grey stared out the window of the top floor in the 
skyscraper that was GEH. It was heavily raining. In his hand was the 
latest iPhone that beeped with a new notification every few seconds, 
and the other was a family photo. In the photo, his 12-year-old son 
Teddy and 10-year-old daughter Phoebe smiled widely back at him. 
Christian and his wife were also there, smiling and hugging their 
children. But the happiness they radiated didn't reach their 
eyes . 

Yesterday was the twins' eighth birthday. Christian silently got 
dressed in the morning and left promptly for work, not before he told 
Ana he loved her. Ana would lay in bed all day, switching between 
sobbing and looking off into space with a dead, black stare. Teddy 
and Phoebe didn't know the circumstances of why their little brothers 
weren't with the Greys. But Christian swore on the graves of his 
family that he will find his sons. 

Christian remembers sobbing and cursing the hospital staff for being 
idiots and letting his sons disappear. He tried to strangle the 
doctor who helped Ana give birth, until Taylor pulled him off. Within 
the month, Christian hired a new group of security to look over the 
security tapes, cursing and breaking the computer monitor when a 
masked surgeon shows up and hides his newborn sons. After that the 
security cameras don't catch him again. 

He had anyone present in the hospital during those two days 
interrogated, from the mailman who entered for a few seconds to drop 
off some packages to the poor janitor in the basement to people who 
were having surgery during that time. No one noticed the masked 
surgeon . 

Within the month the twins were born, Christian bankrupted St. 

Charles Hospital. It closed down and so Rocke Medical Center replaced 
it as the only hospital. Christian had no idea their was a sister 
hospital _right next_ to St. Charles, and so he had it investigated. 
The security cameras were down during the two dates, but someone had 
found the dead body of a freshly born baby boy in the morgue labeled 
John Doe when they were transporting the bodies to a funeral home. 

Ana was ready to jump from the roof when she saw the boy, and 
Christian was ready to murder the hospital staff. But a DNA test had 
turned negative, and there was no leads on the cold case. 



He also had the security team track down any patients that stayed in 
the Rocke Medical Center. Check-ups, surgeries, labor. He read the 
file of a couple who had given birth to twin boys the very same day. 
One of the security guys thought of it as a coincidence. Christian 
remembers ripping the file in a rage. They had gotten their twin 
boys, but why couldn't he and Ana gotten theirs? 

Christian banged the window hard, angry. He took a deep breath just 
as his assistant's voice rang through the intercom, announcing his 
next meeting. Some CEO of this small company in Pennsylvania had come 
to make a deal to open up stocks in critical points in the East 
coast , 

He put the photo back in its place on his desk, next to the picture 
of the sonogram of his twin boys. His only photo of them. 

**PLEASE REVIEW, EAVORITE OR EOLLOW ! SO MUCH MORE TO COME! ** 


3 . Chapter 3 

Adrian DiLaurentis cursed under his breath at the incompetence of the 
taxi driver: he was almost 15 minutes late to arriving at Grey 
Enterprise Holdings for a meeting with the CEO. He had to miss some 
of his sons' eighth birthday party. The poor boys actually cried: the 
tears immediately stopped when he promised he'll get them two extra 
presents. He wondered if it'll be embarrassing to ask his taxi driver 
to find and stop at a Toys-R-Us. Legos or some new dinosaurs ought to 
make their day. 

He slowly whistled at the enormous skyscraper that housed GEH. He 
knew if he landed this deal, he could have a skyscraper like this in 
the future . 

He paid the driver but didn't tip, grabbed his briefcase and headed 
inside. He asked the pretty blonde receptionist where the East Coat 
meeting room was, took the elevator, was greeted on the 49th floor 
again by blonde-haired staff, and entered a vast room that housed an 
exaggeratedly long mahogany table surrounded with comfortable 
computer chairs already occupied by some harassed-looking men dressed 
in cheap, wrinkled suits. He brought up a spare chair and sat next to 
one of the exhausted men. 

At the end of the table, a man was standing with his back to him, in 
a that suggested he either had his hand pressed to his forehead or 
was pinching his nose. 

"WHY DID YOU THINK I WOULD EVER AGREE TO THESE ABSURB CONDITIONS!?" 
roared Christian Grey at a heavy-set man who was sweating profusely. 
He noticed another man had enetered but didn't bother to spare him a 
glance . 

"TAKE OUT THE CONTRACTS AND CONDITIONS YOU MADE SO I CAN REVIEW 
THEM!" Like monkey hear, monkey do, the businessmen opened their 
briefcases and took put some papers that ranged from a whole packet 
to a single sheet. 


Like a school teacher, Mr. Grey walked around and read the papers, 
nodding if he agreed or plain throwing them down to the floor if he 



didn't. When Mr. Grey got to Mr. DiLaurentis, he noticed he didn't 
have his briefcase even open. Realizing this, he quickly popped open 
the briefcase, only to reveal a mess of _papers,_ confetti, and 
other. Mr. DiLaurentis inwardly facepalmed, for he had just put the 
papers he could get in his hands on in the briefcase _during_ his 
sons' birthday party. 

Christian raised an eyebrow at the mess. Blushing, Adrian handed him 
a stack of papers which he believed where his conditions. 

Mr. Grey read and turned the papers, wiping off confetti, and handed 
the papers back to Mr. DiLaurentis, unimpressed. But a small little 
slip fell down, and Mr. Grey sighed as he picked it up, examining 
what he recognized as a photograph. 

Two identical little boys looked back at him, smiling and wearing 
birthday hats. In front of them was a large cake that read _Happy 
Birthday Jackson and Jason _in blue icing, with a big number 8 
candle. Christian's heart stopped for a beat, as he quickly tried to 
examine the boys' features, slowly realizing certain 
similarities. . . 

Mr. DiLaurentis had recognized the photograph much quicker than Mr. 
Grey, and before he could have any more time to analyze the Polaroid, 
Mr. DiLaurentis snatched the photo and hid it away to avoid any more 
embarrassment . 

Christian looked at Adrian for what felt like an eternity, and slowly 
moved on to read the next papers. After the last paper had been 
thrown to the floor, he dismissed all the men. 

"YOU!" snapped Christian, nodding at Adrian, "What's your name?" 
Obediently, Adrian spoke. 

Christian was sure he never heard the name Adrian Brian DiLaurentis 
before, but as the man left, Christian quickly dialed his IT guy's 
number . 

"Welch," spoke Mr. Grey. "Get me a fully detailed background check on 
one Mr. Adrian Brian DiLaurentis. Everything that goes back to eight 
years . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Christian skimmed through the report on Adrian DiLaurentis. 
Graduated from Dartmouth with a degree in marketing and business 20 
years ago. Married to one Marlene DiLaurentis. Lives in Brooksville, 
Pennsylvania. 4 kids, 14-year-old boy, 12-year-old girl, and, 
interestingly, just-turned 8-year-old twin boys named Jackson and 
Jason . <p> 

Despite having one of the best hackers in the country on his payroll, 
Welch couldn't find any pictures of the twin boys without having to 
act like some stalker pedophile that alerts Google or send a creepy 
friend request to Mrs. DiLaurentis on Facebook. 

Grabbing his iPhone once more, he called his right-hand man Taylor to 
have a guy trail Mr. DiLaurentis. This was the first lead he got in 
eight years, and he wasn't about to ignore it. He'll have the trail 
take photos and investigate. He'll have another man stationed in 



Pennsylvania, too. He saw the photo. It was too hell of a coincidence 
to be some eye trick. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Unf ortunately , since many of the new security recruits were busy, 
Jason Taylor himself had to follow Mr. DiLaurentis throughout Seattle 
until someone else can take over.<p> 

He followed the taxi through downtown Seattle until it made an abrupt 
stop at Ellie's Toy Workshop, where a man had exited the car and 
enetered the building. 

He parked the SUV in a tow-zone and quickly followed the man inside, 
zig-zagging through shelves of pink fluffy teddy bears that smelled 
too sweet and action figures and dolls that spoke back to him. He 
found Mr. DiLaurentis in the dinosaurs aisle juggling two large 
T-Rex's and his briefcase. He remembered how he and Mr. Grey had to 
carry so many boxes of dinosaur toys for little Teddy. 

The poor man in front of him struggled his way back in front to the 
cashiers, Taylor following him but pretending to interestedly examine 
some bubbles or hold up a creepy doll. He lost Mr. DiLaurentis when 
he stepped on something he dropped. 

It was an expensive Samsung. An andriod phone. A hackable andriod 
phone . 

Mr. Grey will be most pleased to hear they'll be able to get more 
information on DiLaurentis. 


4 . Chapter 4 

Taylor delivered the phone to Welch, Mr. Grey's IT guy who could 
easily hack it. Mr. Grey was later informed about the find, and 
checked his computer eagerly to view what the found. Welch was able 
to discover the whole photo gallery of the phone. Luckily for them, 
Mr. DiLaurentis loved to take many photos of his family. 

Most of the camera roll was of a blonde, blue-eyed girl who looked to 
be in her preteens, and happened to be an avid selfie taker. Some 
pictures were also that of a darker blonde boy who was definitely in 
his teens, looking uninterested in most of the pictures. 

But a majority of the pictures were dedicated to identical little 
boys. Christian was frustrated when they couldn't get a good look at 
their faces; some were taken with their backs to the camera. But 
finally Welch found a good picture of them eating ice 
cream . 

Christian's grey eyes stared back at him from the faces of the little 
boys. One of the boys had ice cream all over his face, which 
Christian viewed as adorable, the other neatly licking his scoop. In 
the sunlight in the picture, you can clearly see the red color of 
their hair. He recognized Ana's nose, the shape of her lips, and her 
chin. It was as if Christian was looking at Ana's face, but as his 
face, too. 


He emailed Welch to print the photo and fax it to his office, where 



seconds after he sent it, the fax machine rolled out the faces of the 
happy boys. He compared the faces to the pictures of Teddy and Phoebe 
he had on his desk. It was like two doubles of a younger Teddy were 
eating ice cream. 

He was slightly started when Andrea's voice came through the 
intercom, announcing his wife Ana has come with lunch. He quickly hid 
the photo of the boys face-down and on top of the picture of his 
family, just as his wife came through the doors. 

Mrs. Anastasia Grey walked in wearing a simply, short black dress 
that immediately send blood down Mr. Grey's naval. She Had set their 
lunch on the desk, but instead of digging in, they entered a heavy 
make-out session, undressed, and went straight to dessert. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Christian was freshening up in his private bathroom while Ana 
tried to straighten her dress and control her mess of a hair. She sat 
down on her husband's computer chair, exhausted. She lazily played 
with all of the knick-knacks her husband had on his desk, noticing a 
family photo was out of place and face-down. She sat up and tenderly 
held it, admiring how grown her children had become. Well, two of 
them anyway. For eight years, ninety-six days, seven days a week, 

247, there hasn't been a moment where she wondered about her lost 
twin sons. Ana had always thought about what they turned out to look 
like (more like Christian, more like her) , what kind of toys they 
liked, whether they liked dinosaurs or superheroes or race cars or 
even Spongebob. Where they were, were they even alive? 

Ana wiped the tears away, picking up what she thought was a white 
napkin under the family still. Only it didn't feel like a napkin, it 
felt like copy paper for pictures. She curiously flipped it over, 
revealing a still of two little boys eating ice creams. 

She thought it was adorable at first, but wondered why Christian had 
a picture of two little boys on his desk. Her heart broke: she 
realized that maybe he's doing this to replace Alexander and Andrew. 
As she examined the photo more closely, she gasped as realization hit 
her: the boys had copper-colored hair, and grey eyes. 

Although she certainly knew Christian had the money to have someone 
expertly photoshop two little boys and have them with red hair and 
grey eyes, she knew this couldn't possibly have been photoshopped . 
Christian wouldn't have the heart to fish through Google Images to 
find a picture of twin boys and have the image altered. Plus, the 
picture seems to have been taken amateurly. She almost doubled when 
she realized that these must be her twins. No, they _were_ her twins: 
it was too hell of a coincidence that these boys have such a 
resemblance to Christian and the kids. Heck, was that her nose on 
their faces? 

At that moment, Christian stepped out of the bathroom, looking as if 
he didn't just have sex. He smiled at his shocked wife, and froze 
when he saw he had the photo in her hands. 

"How long have you known, " she asked, hugging the photo to her chest, 
clinging the fact of the existence of her sons. 

"Just yesterday. But don't jump to conclusions, we can't-" Anastasia 



interrupted him, hysterical. 


"What are you taking about! This _is_ Alex and Andy, any person with 
eyes and a brain can see it! Look at this picture and another of the 
family and you can see it is them!" Anastasia cried even more. Her 
wish to God to return his babies had come true. 

Ignoring Christian's pleas. Ana was convinced this was the new lead 
for the Seattle PD to pick up the case of her sons' disappearances. 
Rummaging through her Chanel purse, she found the battered card the 
lead detective had given her, and quickly called. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Detective Margaret Carson had been called by Mrs. Grey about a 
possible lead in her missing sons' case. She had no idea what the 
poor woman was able to cope for eight years, not knowing what 
happened to the poor babies. For the first months following the 
kidnapping - although the case didn't identify it as a kidnapping, 
what newborns could just walk out of a hospital and disappear into 
thin air? - Det . Carson was worked almost to death by the Greys, but 
they all knew it was fruitful. No witnesses, no fingerprints, just a 
grainy image of a black-clothed skinny subject. Heck, they couldn't 
figure it if it was a woman or a man, or even a boy or girl. It could 
have just been anyone . <p> 

Det. Carson went up the elevator and was escorted into the office of 
Mr. Grey. There, he was met with the red, tear-strained face of Mrs. 
Grey, and her harassed-looking husband. She sighed loudly, and took a 
seat on the couch. 

Before her bottom even touched the cushion, Mrs. Grey shoved two 
pictures into her chest in a startling movement. 

"Look! At these pictures! I think we found them - well, my husband 
did, but it's them, it has to be!" Mrs. Grey tearfully insisted as 
Det. Carson examined the photos. 

She wouldn't lie in front of the Greys and say the picture of the 
little boys didn't look like their children or even themselves. She 
admits the boys have an uncanny resemblance to the Greys, but this 
kind of photographic evidence only proves that and nothing 
else . 

"Mrs. Grey," began Det. Carson. "I admit that these little boys look 
a lot like your children, but that simply isn't enough. Please let me 
finish," she saw as Mrs. Grey was ready to interrupt. "I know you've 
been through hell and back, and as much as I want to say this 
lightly, I have to give you the hard facts. But say you were 
defending your case with someone like a judge, and you presented just 
this photo. Great, you proved there's a heck of a resemblance, but 
that never is enough. I've seen and heard cases of parents who lost 
their children and went to court or even kidnapped other people's 
kids because they look like their own lost kid, but in the end they 
got arrested. A judge will throw out a case with this kind of, quote, 
'evidence, ' faster than he can hit his hammer on the table." 

Mrs. Grey began sobbing uncontrollably, and fell into the arms of her 
husband, who glared at Det. Carson, but still she continued. 



"I need some hard evidence. Do they have fake birth cert if icates ? Are 
they even registered in the state? Have their 'parents' had previous 
run-ins with the law? DNA tests?" Det . Carson was forced to stop at 
the heart-wrenching site before her. Sighing again, she took off her 
glasses and offered another option. 

"Look, how about we have a chat with the boys' parents. Do you know 
the names? See whether or not they have proof to show these are their 
legal children?" Emotionally exhausted, Mrs. Grey stepped into the 
adjacent private bathroom to clean herself up and Det. Carson wrote 
down the names of the parents from the 'research' Mr. Grey conducted. 
She was sure this level of information was supposed to be classified 
as stalking, but she knew how desperate parents are when trying to 
find their missing children. 

After a long drive, Det. Carson went back into the offices of the 
Seattle PD and began researching Adrian and Marlene DiLaurentis. She 
couldn't find their names within the state census, so she called up a 
contact and began researching the names within the nation. 

**PLEASE REVIEW, EOLLOW, OR EAVORITE! MUCH MORE DRAMA TO COME 
; ) ** 


5 . Chapter 5 

Mary was anxiously waiting for her phone to ring; she had called her 
husband multiple times but it all went to voicemail. She had no idea 
whether or not she was supposed to pick him up from the 
airport . 

Payton wanted her take him to the game store, since apparently there 
was a new video game he wanted for his X-Box One. Hannah, as Mary 
expected, finally had asked to go to the mall, and Jackson and Jason 
had been whining to ask if their Daddy had bought them extra 
presents . 

Mary's phone was almost dead so she had it charging. She couldn't run 
any errands; he could call any minute, and if she was gone, she 
couldn't trust her kids - except Payton - to repeat all the flight 
information their father had said. 

She was in the middle of thinking what order should she run the 
errands, as she decided, when her phone rang. "Einally, " said Mary. 
The caller ID was unknown, but she assumed Adrian was calling from a 
different cell. 

"Honey, is that you? I've been calling you forever and you never 
picked up..." Mary babbled at once, but stopped when a gruff woman's 
voice responded. 

"I'm sorry to bother, but is Marlene DiLaurentis present?" 

"This is she . " 

"My name is Margaret Carson, senior detective at the Seattle Police 
Department..." Mary gasped; had something happened to her 
husband? 


"I'm sorry to interrupt, but has my husband been in an accident? Has 



he been hurt?" Mary couldn't bear the thought if her husband has been 
injured . 


"No ma'am, I assure you this isn't about your husband, but it 
concerns both of you." _If this isn't about_ _us, then why call, 

_Mary thought. "According to some records of the state of Washington, 
you gave birth to twins boys about eight years ago in the Rocke 
Medical Center hospital, am I correct?" _What does any matter in 
Washington have to do with Jackson and Jason here? _ 

"Yes, they were born on April 19th. Actually, their eighth birthday 
was two days ago." Mary was began to question whether it was wise 
giving such personal information over the phone. 

"Before you continue, may I ask why you are calling me from Seattle 
to ask about my sons?" 

Mary could hear a frustrated sigh on the phone. After a long silence, 
she was about to hang up when 'Det. Carson' responded in a 
whisper . 

"Normally, it's out of protocol for me to discuss a case, especially 
over the phone and across the country. But they truly believe this is 
the lead they've been looking for and they're desperate-" 

"I'm sorry to interrupt again, but what in the heck are you talking 
about? What case? Who's _they_?" She was starting to get impatient - 
all she wanted to do was hang up. 

'Det. Carson' sighed again. "On April 20th, 2008, twin newborns named 
Alexander Christian Grey and Andrew Elliot Grey were born in St. 
Charles hospital, and hours later, were pronounced missing. Their 
parents and many detectives were assigned to the kidnapping, but 
after many years of fruitless searching, the case went cold and was 
assigned to me." 

Mary's heart skipped a beat. Was this woman accusing her of 
kidnapping someone else's children? It was completely ridiculous; 

Mary had truly given birth to Jackson and Jason. They were her sons, 
and she wasn't about to let some woman think of her as a kidnapper 
who took her own children. She genuinely felt sorry for the parents 
of the missing children; Lord knows Mary couldn't handle the pain if 
something happened to her children and she had to live without 
knowing what happened to them for almost a decade. But she wasn't 
about to let any couple claim her sons as their own. 

"I'm sorry Miss Carson, but I'm sure hoping you aren't claiming my 
sons are these missing newborns?" No soul should ever mess with an 
angry Mama Bear. 

"I really don't, Mrs. DiLaurentis, but unfortunately, the 
coincidences are so great that it's a possibility. Can you mail the 
Seattle PD any legal documents to prove they're your legitimate sons, 
like a DNA test?" 

"DNA tests take days. But I do have their original birth 
cert if icates . They were born a day before the missing babies, as 
it'll prove." Mary was ready to shut down this matter, once and for 
all . 



"A birth certificate will do. And you said it was the originals..." 
Mary could here typing in the background. "Do you mind mailing a copy 
of the birth cert if icates ? Then, this matter will be resolved and 
I've get out of your hair." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong> A FEW MAILING DAYS LATER, IN THE OEEICES OE THE SEATTLE 
PD<strong> 

Margaret Carson patiently ripped out the large envelope that 
contained a copy of the birth certificates of the DiLaurentis twins. 
Mr. and Mrs. Grey were sitting anxiously in a couple of waiting 
chairs a few feet away, sharply analyzing every movement Det . Carson 
made . 

Det. Carson observed the state of the birth cert if icates . The images 
looked authentic enough. Using her computer, she typed in the number 
identification keys **(i actually don't know how they trace birth 
cert if icates , so this is my method) **in the corners of the paper, 
and just like that, the virtual document that identifies the birth of 
Jackson and Jason DiLaurentis popped up. They were her legitimate 
children . 

The Greys had come over as Det. Carson returned the papers into the 
package, and stamped RETURN TO SENDER in red. 

"Wait, what are you doing? Did you find out if it's Alex and Andy?" 
Mrs. Grey frantically asked. Det. Carson sighed. 

"Mrs. Grey, their birth certificates are authentic. This proves these 
children were born to the DiLaurent ises . Plus, the birth certificates 
state these twins were born a day before your twins were born. The 
DiLaurentis babies were probably with their parents when you gave 
birth. I'm sorry, Mrs. Grey, but based on the birth cert if icates , 
these aren't your sons." 

Mrs. Grey burst in tears. Ana had a such a strong gut feeling that 
these were really Alex and Andy. She had never been wrong on such a 
feeling before. When Det. Carson left to give them some privacy. Ana 
buried her head into her husband's chest. Christian knew it was a 
long shot; as much as he wants to argue against this, these birth 
certificates defeated him. 

Ana pulled away and asked Christian to bring her a coffee. Christian 
thought she wanted a moment to herself; he dutifully went to the 
neighboring Dunkin' Donuts to bring some breakfast. 

As soon as he walked out the door. Ana quickly snatched a Post-It 
note and a pen from Det. Carson's desk. She looked around to make 
sure no one was watching, and read the description of the mail 
package . 

She wrote down _3765 Wellton Lane, Brooksville, Pennsylvania_. 
Anastasia Grey was never wrong on a gut feeling before. 


**Ooooh what is she planning? PLEASE REVIEW, EAVORITE OR EOLLOW 



End 
f ile . 



